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the strange and hidden, and at last must
find its delight, having outrun its har-
monies in the emphatic and discordant.
When I was a boy at the art school I
watched an older student late returned
from Paris, with a wonder that had no
understanding in it. He was very amor-
ous, and every new love was the occasion.
of a new picture, and every new picture
was uglier than its forerunner. He was
excited about his mistress's eyebrows, as
was fitting, but the interest of beauty had
been exhausted by the logical energies of
Art, which destroys where it has rum-
maged, and can but discover, whether it
will or no. We cannot discover our sub-
ject matter by deliberate intellect, for when
a subject matter ceases to move us we
must go elsewhere, and when it moves us,
even though it be " that old ballad material
of Shakespeare" or even " the morbid
terror of death," we can laugh at reason.
We must not ask is the world interested
in this or that, for nothing is in question
but our own interest, and we can under-
stand no other. Our place in the Hierarchy
is settled for us by our choice of a subject
matter, and all good criticism is hieratic,